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And wind his globe out of your water thread

And load the throats of shells

With every cry since light
Flashed first across his thundcrclapping eyes.

On almost the incendiary eve

Of deaths and entrances,
When near and strange wounded on London's waves

Have sought your single grave,
One enemy, of many, who knows well

Your heart is luminous

In the watched dark, quivering thrdugh locks ancl
caves,

Will'pull the thunderbolts
To shut the sun, plunge, mount your darkened keys

And sear just riders back,

Until that one loved least
Looms the last Samson of your zodiac.

On a Wedding Anniversary

At last, in a wrong rain,

The cold, original voices of the air

Cry, burning, into the crowd,

And the hermit, imagined music sings

Unheard through the street of the flares;

The told birds fly again

From every true or crater-carrying cloud

Riding the risk of the night,

And every starfall question with their wings,

Whether it be death or light;

The sky is torn across

This ragged anniversary of two